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him, and who breaks the monotony of waiting by bursting out into patriotic songs.
Yes, the last three months have made you much dearer to me and I can't conceive how there can be another woman in I! i                      the world who will so meet my wants and stimulate my powers.
To bear the loss of you will strain my faith in God as no other loss has ever strained it. But I won't think of this, the present is good and nothing can ever take that away from either of us. I suppose on Saturday we shall have one more quiet talk and then you will be out of sight for a time. I wonder if you ever guess what a storm of passionate words and acts a man has to hold back as he talks calmly to the one he loves.
May 1st, 1872.—I am driven to write to you, simply to write to you, for I do not know what to say. I can't tell you how wretched you made me. To plead with you is what I won't do; to argue with you is I know of no use. Just see how theories fly at the touch of truth. I tried to teach you that we make our own troubles, and here is a trouble which I dare not face. Let me, however, as I have all along, trust you. If you do think it best, think it in your own heart best, to decide against me before going away, do so. I was weak and stupid when I asked you to let me live in a kind of fool's paradise for the next two months. I can't face the thought of an £C everlasting No," it sent a shudder through me to-day, but I can hope that God will give me strength. I am sure I shall not regret the last few months, if I am not to know yoii all through life, it is good that I have known you so long. The time has been blessed and its effect won't be to make me tired of life and weary of my kind. You say I have helped you. I hope I have; sometimes I think I could help you more. It is hard to understand half confidences, and it is not well to trust to im-agination. You may be sure God means us here to walk in green pastures and sit beside the waters of comfort. We shall do so when we are not alone, when we are guided, when we conquer temptation. Would to God that we might together rest in a quiet home, helping and strengthening one another ; it not, God help me, and preserve you.
May 5th, 1872.—Since Sunday I have learnt to be with you even though I don't see you. I am not therefore going to write a "grumbling" letter. It is very strange, that sense of God between us. I feel you with me as I feel Him. I draw near to you as I draw near to Him. The sense is good and throws light on the Bible, on religion and on life. I begin to see that the words of the most trustful Psalms might be my words. Yes, whatever the future is, the Lord watches over us and the future must be good. I pray that the struggle which I left you fight-